LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

headaches; every winter she has had chilblains on
her feet which have sometimes compelled her to
keep to her bed. I preferred that to hindering her
from running about in the snow or warming
herself afterwards when she was cold. As to her
hands I was so afraid of their becoming ugly that
I have succeeded in preventing it.

You ask how I have educated her. I have never
had any other servant but a girl who was brought
up at my grandmother's and who had served my
mother. It was with her, in her village, at her
niece's house, that I left Cecilia when I spent
fifteen days with you at Lyons, and when I went
to see you at your old aunt's. I taught my
daughter to read and to write as soon as she was
able to pronounce and to use her fingers; thinking,
like the author of Se'tbos, that we only know well
that which we have learned unconsciously. Be-
tween the ages of eight and sixteen years she took
a daily lesson in Latin and in religion from her
cousin, the father of her pedantic and jealous little
cousin, and a music lesson from a very skilful old
organist, I taught her as much arithmetic as a
woman has need to know. I showed her how to
sew, to knit, and to make lace. The rest I left to
chance. She has learned a little geography by
looking at the maps that hang in my ante-room, she
has listened to what was being said when she was
curious and when her attention was not incon-
venient. I am not very learned; my daughter is
less so. I have not attempted always to
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